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John now became aware that although a few faint stars were
visible the departing day was still dominant. "It will not be dark
for half an hour yet," he thought. "I shall see Stonehenge before
night." They were now reaching a little upward slope of the road.
The wide Plain stretched around them, cold and mute, and it was
as if the daylight had ceased to perish out of the sky, even while
the surface of the earth grew dark. The identity of that great
space of downland was indrawn upon itself, neither listening nor
seeking articulation, lost in an interior world so much vaster and
so much more important than the encounters of man with man,
whether evoked by prayer or by chance, that such meetings were
like the meetings of ants and beetles upon a twilit terrace that had
thoughts and memories of its own altogether outside such in-
finitesimal lives.
To John's surprise, the stranger put on his brake and stopped
his car. "Can you see that thorn?" asked the man.
John peered forward through the twilight. Yes, he did clearly
see the object indicated. It looked to him like a dead tree. "Is it
a dead tree?" he enquired.
But the man went on, "From the foot of that thorn there's a
path across the grass leading straight to Stonehenge. You can
see Stonehenge from the foot of that thorn."
"Can anyone go there, at this hour? Someone told me in
France that it was guarded after sunset by soldiers.1'
"Are you able to come with me or would you like best to stay
here till I come back?" said the man, totally disregarding this
remark.
"I must come! Of course I must come with you!" insisted John
Crow.
They got out of the little car together. The stranger gave John
his arm; and although John would have liked to lean on it a
great deal more heavily than he did, it was some support. He
hobbled along as best he could, leaning the bulk of his real
weight upon his own root-handled hazel-stick, and staring for-
ward at the dead thorn tree with dazed curiosity. Deep in his
mind he was thinking to himself, "1*11 always pray to her for
everything from now on. I'll pray to her that Mary and I can live
together in Norfolk!"